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scak'd packcti with a superscription in a, foroigiv language, 
\v\nd\ none of tlio persons tlion present could translate. An 
old i'riar, liiilf hiding in tlio suburbs, from tho ennotmeuts of 
tlio time, W.1H sumraoned to their councils ; ho had been a 
■ Salamanca student; ho doclarod the direction on the hack of 
tho paclcet, as well as tlio writing in tlio body of it, to ho 
Spanish; and ho Buppliod the following' translation ; first con- 
vincing all, that the writing was- dated only some days before, 
fi'(«a the residouccfof the mimldrod man. 

" To niy i-uthloss and terrible onomy ; — 

" You are upon my track again ! After more than flvo 
years of quiot, gained by snccossfully eluding you, yon are upon 
iny track agahj ! After escaping you seven times, in the Four 
qniU'ters of the globe, you have hunted nie into this little 
nook of earth !— I know it — I am Buru of it! Your blood- 
hound has crossed my path. — the sul)tlo devil whom you always 
sent forth to courno after ine through deserts and cities, over 
the most silent places, and h>to tho thickest abodes of men, to 
mark nie, and. to lix mo for your blow. I have oncu more 
awn him ! This very day, though ho doea not thinlc it — ay, 
Imncath all his cousunnnatu disguises of foaturo and of person, 
I knew his cyo ! — tliis very day, among a crowd of humble 
puasants in my little sho]), and at tho very moment ho bar- 
puiiHid with mo for one of tho paltry articles, by the sale of 
whicli to them Igaui tlui only bread whiuh.you have left me — 
this v&y day he and I stood face to iiico. And now he 1ms 
ffone to toll you ha has found mo, and you will surely come, 
for tljo last time ! Yes! my rolontlosa enomy !~my fate! my 
tlBstructiou-eloud ! — already you have east forvvai-d your tluck 
shadow upon mo ! 

" You will come for tho last time, I say. Ay, for the last 
tinio ; liecause Ivvill not try to Iiaffle you now. Heretofore, I 
t'xertud the utmost skill ami euOTgy of nmn to savo your soul 
from futiiro lire (yes—you will dio without regretting it !) 
and my own liFo from your hand, liecause I had injured you — 
btKuiuse you wero h<:r ■ Id<)(id-~l)ccau8« she prayod for yon to 
her God in ileaveu, and fiu'gave me. — and liocauso, pene- 
trated with a Chtistian's sorrow for tho luwt, it was my du- 
ty, as well as my buwt'a great yoaniiiig, to prosorvo my 
wrctclwd exiutonco from oiio who had wolt forewarned mo of 
his thirst to end it. But now, if nl'tor five years' time for 
thought, you oomu — after sending mi) out, a Cain ujion tho 
oiirth — alter taking from mo name and ttmk, fortune, iViondfi, 
51 country, huraun-kiuvl — after uaiiig your ]unver and your sway 
to disgrace and beggar me-—aflcr traaipliiig mo, treading mo 
«?ith yonr liacl, down, down into tho dust— if now onoa more 
you conic, lot it bo for tho last time ! I cannot save you — it is 
diKmied ! Or, pnrlinps, notwithstanding my uaclumtalilo foar 
of the Htoninesa of your fiorco heart, porhnps my life alono 
stands between you and tho capaliility of fooling forgivonoBS 
ami rcnun-se : porliiips, when you can see mo stretched stiiF 
i»l yH\n- feci — poriiapB then, and then alono, it is dooroed that 
you may rebmt — that out of tho last of my earthly punish- 
ment will grow the iirst of your earthly repentance. Gome, 

tilMl I 

" And yet, have I not already been punislied enough ? Oh, 
very hard lias hacn my life since I injured you! That you 
have sent me out to earn my breail hi tiu> sweat of my brow — 
ina, uiu'scd on the very kneo of luxury and honour — I count 
»» nothing. So much, at kast, I can thank yon for. Ihi- 
nulity, in all things, bocama my quick and fall scnao of my 
sin, and it law licen my only solace. But romemhorl — your 
hand hiia, liuforo now, stmck shirrp bIouI into my body ; and 
whan you tliought I full to rise no more, wlioao foot spm'ucd 

" Yet why romonRfaiilo with you on this paper? — you can 
never read tho words I write, nor hear them road, till you have 
d»ed my bluod s and I do write thorn, only to hint to th« Chris-. 
tiun ptjoplo who shall fmd my lifolesa jiody, Bomo shadowy ox- 
jyluaatiou of tho cause of my coming death. (Jivo ma no 
praisa for 8uppr<jBsing your nuwo, and all allusions that might 
laad to ft disco very of it. An angel— -and your child — y»ur 
wily, only child (alas! alas! — strike homo when you strike 
next!— I niflrit it!) — she now wutchoB my hoiut and its 
workings, and ate can feel, if you cannot, why at more than 
tho hazard of a thousand lives, Irefrmn from bringing to diu- 
gi'wM u narao that 1 have already tarnished, through my 
troacheroua love of the brightest eraaturo that over bora it. 
If they wlio shall find this paper ovor publish it, then yon 
may further reflect that, with a good omen of your oommg, 
I called not on the ami of justice to aliield mo from you : but 
still thank mo not, nor on this account alone indulge remorse. 
Oh, may tho osproasions of siacero sorrow and misery I now 



give vent to, move you to a more lively regret ! — and that iis 
a cheering hope. You have never before allowed my voice to 
roach you ; you have stopped short my words with execrations 
boisterous as the raging sea; you have interrupted them by 
outrage on my pei-aoii j'you have sent back my letters unopen- 
ed J you would have struck down any messenger from me. 
It is probable, then, that, all along, you have believed me a 
hard-niiuded villian, untouched by the result of my own fear- 
ful crime. If so, let these, my lust protestations, iindoceivo 
you. I «»i penitent; humbly crawlingly pouitont. Come! 
— you will not find me raise a haudi an eye, against your hand, 
7/our eye. 

" I am certain you will be minutely informed of mj usual 
haunts abroad, in this little place, that so you may surprise 
me upon a secret spot. Knowing this, it is my i-esolvo to 
tcnijit you to a haunt of mine, the most favourable for* yonr 
pupose. Every night, honcefoward, till the last — my last 
— I will loiter in a lonely corner of tho burial-gi-omul of the 
cathedral, already, or soon to Ije, well described to yon ; icir 
thithur, I am assured, your spy must have watched- me repair 
during ray accustomed evening widk ; and there, among tlio 
graves, anil perhaps standing upon my own, there, in tho 
dark, I will oxjiect you. Not a cry, not a loud word, shall 
expose you to deteetiou. Cimie !— could I avoid you still, I 
would do it — no matter what words may have hero escaped 
mo; but is there the slightest hope that I can? After 
all that has passed, what corner of tho wide earth is able to 
hide mo I'rom his eye, and yow liaiul ? And by walking but 
in tho nights, as is my wont, and in tho places I am accustom. 
ofl to— particularly when you know not that J know — how 
shall I bo accessary to my ovvn death ? True; I might awai t you, 
trebly aroiod — but against whom ? Her father !— ^unuttora. 
hie hon'or is iu the tliouglit. Ay, come ! — and let the llast 
words 1 shall hear on oiirlh be oven her name ! Hers growled 
forth us you will!" 

Thus ended tho document Of that anticipated meeting in 
tho silent cliurchyurd nothing but tho result is known. The pa- 
per wn.T published, and that it produced some of the olfects hoped 
for by the writer is tlnmglit by the good and Christian ; lor 
some six months rifterwnrdH, a largo wooden case came, direc- 
ted to the mayor of tho city, from Dublin, where it Iiad been 
importeil ; and upon oponiug it was, found a marlde urn, witli 
a pedestal, inscribed to " Tho Romaii Merohant."r_/lwirfr!)f. 

WHAT .DOES liiLANO WANT? 

She wants to « mend her ways," Do not start, reader; 
she wants tube cut up; she wants to he bisected, and trisoct- 
ed, by uoadb ; she wants to have the means of intercourse 
OBtalilished ; she wants erapleymont for her poor, and making 
roads would give it them ; aho wants eamils ;_ she wants bridgo», 
in short, she wants her rosourcos properly developed. 

But increasing the roads and navigations in Irehmd will not 
at once onsnro omphiyment and happiness. Very true : hut to 
heal a wound, it is sometimes necessary to prohe — improve- 
ment has a heyinning, as well as a middle anfl. — ^we were going 
to say (Hi cnrf--but improvomont, oithor physically or morally, 
has no end — and without roads, bridges, and canals, or, if you 
please, rail-roada, Ireland never am have her resourctis deve- 
loped. 

What does Ireland want ? 

Sho wants the proper investment of Capital. Mind reader, 
she does not want iiUHict/ ; no — but she wants her money pro- 
perly employed. Whore are the numerous little villages, witli 
thoir mills and their miinufuctorios, employing the population 
all round about, and sending, by means of thoopoued up roads 
and facilities of intercourse, their workmanship iown .to the 
sttaports, and iilling and sending olF the ships in'tho huTbouvs? 
What makes Ijivcrpool n groat sou-port ? JBocauso Manches- 
ter, and Bolton, nud Wigan, and Onnskirk, &c. &c, are at 
her back, and pour down upon liar their goods, to be shipped 
oft", and keep hor in an overlnsting bustle. And why shoulcl 
tho (juays of Dublin, and Cork, and Watorford, aye, and 
Belfast, proud as it is, o.<(hibit little else but live cattle and 
coals, butter and pork? Why xniny not Ireland send oiF hue 
fine spun and woven mannfactures, (the English reader need 
not sneer,) her linen and her woollen, m in-the days of old, 
and hor kirbourt be filled With eWps from all climes, carrying 
off hor produce to all pai-t», her sailing vassals skipping iieforo 
the wind, when the windpleaaaa, and her steam-boats flying' 
off, fair weather or foul, and peace and plenty, in the room 
of poverty and disturjwSce, walking over tho land! 

Such tira two of tire wants of Ireland, which we trust will: 
soon be "sappliedj ; 



